Have dealt upon the seven-hilled City's pride ;
She saw her glories star by star expire,
And up the steep barbarian monarchs ride,
Where the car climbed the Capitol; far and wide
Temple and tower went down, nor left a site :
Chaos of ruins ! who shall trace the void,
O'er the dim fragments cast a lunar light,
And say, " here was, or is," where all is doubly
night? . . .
But here,   where  Murder  breathed  her bloody
steam;
And here, where buzzing nations choked the ways,
And roared or murmured like a mountain stream
Dashing or winding as its torrent strays ;
Here, where the Roman million's blame or praise
Was Death or Life, the playthings of a crowd,
My voice sounds much, and fall the stars9 faint
rays
On the arena void, seats crushed, walls bowed,
And galleries where my steps seem echoes strangely
loud.
A Ruin, yet what a Ruin ! from its mass
Walls, palaces, half-cities have been reared ;
Yet oft the enormous skeleton ye pass,
And marvel where the spoil could have appeared.
Hath it indeed been plundered, or but cleared ?
Alas! developed, opens the decay,
When the colossal's fabric's form is neared:
It will not bear the brightness of the day,
Which streams too much on all years, man, have
reft away.
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